MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
tunity to call upon that fine actor, William Warren. He was an old friend of my mother's and had been associated at one time or another with other members of the family.
I never had the good fortune to act with him. At the time I visited him he was the idol of the Boston Museum, where he played for many years.
I called upon him at Miss Amelia Fisher's boarding house in Bullfinch Place, where he was a perpetual guest and liked by everyone. To call Miss Fisher's house a theatrical boarding house is not a fair description, for it was really a delightful place and nothing at all like the boarding house which Helen Green has celebrated under the name of "Maison de Shine."
I talked to William Warren of our play. He sympathized with our company for having to play so frothy a piece in so huge a theatre. "It is like," he said, "trying to tell a funny story across the Common."
A great many members of the profession did not care to stay at Miss Fisher's because she never gave her guests a latch key, but would sit up and wait for them to come home. She always let her guests in herself. I can remember when Charlie Stevenson went to Boston. He thought that it would be fine to stay there where so many of the profession had been. It had always seemed so pleasant when he had visited friendsfore, was revivedimprovedthe .......................... PtrstPlayer
